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WRITER: SEAN MICHAEL FISH 
BASED ON AN IDEA BY JEFF HELM 
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HAT LONG AGO _THAT HE KICKED. 
YOU OUT OF THE CLUB. 


AW 


ea, 


IS ITA 
THIS 3 REQUIREMENT THAT 
IS NOT Z Py EVERY CONVERSATION 
HAPPENING. 4 WE HAVE DEGENERATE 
INTO AN 
ARGUMENT? 


WITHOUT 
ME! 


ee 


LIKE YOU HAD A WHAT THE 
CHOICE? YOU ‘LET’ HELL ARE YOU 

dea” TALKING 

ABOUT? 


*EDITOR’S 
Ml owes INTHE [oe 
CITY OF 


HEROES 
GAME. 


A a DON’T WORRY. 
k L “VE_BEEN SAVING A FEW 


WE: N 
TRICKS FOR JUST SUCH AN 


COULDN‘T YOU 
TTEN 
HERE FASTER By [SS 
ELEPORTING? £& 


——7 SURE, 
SS THE vi 


MUCH NICER Be dal 
THIS WAY. Jas (LZ 


FOR YOUR 
INFORMATION I. 
SUPPORTED THE 
WOMEN’S SUFFRAGE 
MOVEMENT...WHY ARE 
WE EVEN HAVING THIS 
CONVERSATION? HERE 


I APPRECIATE 
‘OUR ASSISTANCE 


FOR ALLOWING YOUR 
ENEMIES TO PENETRATE 
THIS FACILITY. WHATEVER 
PLAN THEY HAVE FOR THE 
STOLEN NAVIGATIONAL 
MODULE, IT CANNOT BODE 
WELL FOR VARACON 


DON‘T BLAME 
YOURSELF, UNAI, 
WE’RE DEALING 

WITH Bpewen 


ALSO ADDED SOME SPECIAL 
MODIFICATIONS TO THE / 
PORTAL, JUST 


NAL IF THIS 
PORTAL is AGI VATES PROM: ae 
COORDINATES WE ARE HEADED TO —_— 
YOU DON’T RECEIVE OUR SIGNAL, INUATE, “e ~ 
AN OMEGA LEVEL SHUT DOWN. <4 


( OF COURSE YOU REALIZE Z a 
A) re 
4 . ‘ a. 
“Sf ue ZX 
¢, IF IT os 
J COMES TO i‘. 
= d THAT, WELL 
z y BE PAST 
CARING. bef 


Cty, ee A 
NEED IT FAST. ‘\\ THA VW Ene eat 
LET'S SPLIT y - 
7 x i 
\ Y/ 
r hy . f z 
Yk \ 
\e —| 
SUN . st pr 
4 \" } 
gy 5 |) : 
\ oe 
f ‘ : Y5) 7, PSYCHE, FIND 
\ j Ad Fe j SOMEPLACE QUIET 
! | i TO HOLE UP AND START 
H ‘ A MENTAL SCAN. YOU 
I} —_— 10 NEED T' 
READY TO KEEP US ALL 
, RS =: IN MENTAL CONTACT. 
A 2 _ POSITRON, I WANT YOU 
, é PSE TO TRAC 
TEN act THE SToneN Te 
= =4 . ~f — z HAT YOU Dé 
SEB. : ’ 
WHAT (244 . 
ABOUT YOU, )ih=/” THERE'S ( Acoop 
STATESMAN? SOMETHING IDEA? 
= I NEED TO i = 
+ \ DEAL WITH. ; ae = 
ow 7 q 58 Y 
gs . ; HAVE YOUR = 
~ + KC : 2? ORDERS. //// 
" Z ; € /} ~ 
| WHATEVER y 
at = 
= 5 . . 
3 e 4 en y » 
oa v7 


AURORA BOREALIS 
LOOK-ALIKE 


OF ME, IT LOOKS 
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BESIDES, WHAT IF “THE GIRL” 


DOESN’T WANT TO LEAVE? DID 
YOU _EVER THINK OF THAT, 
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ANOTHER-PLANET? 
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Clash of the Titans 


By Charles Lemme 


The lightning cracked and the thunder boomed. 

Out on the bridge spanning the port, Liberty Raye 
stood alone, blinking as the rain splashed on her 
face. Invulnerability didn’t mean you never had to 
blink. Standing by one of the bridge’s support pil- 
lars, she looked out to the sea. 
Liberty stood eight feet tall. Her body bulged with 
muscles yet she was weak in her knees. The cause 
wasn't the wind or rain. Tied back in a ponytail, 
her blue hair didn’t fly about her from gusts. Her 
blue and black body suit kept out the worst of the 
cold while letting her body breathe, and her cape 
fluttered harmlessly around her in the wind. She 
was going to see a sight no one from her dimension 
had seen in over sixty years. Everything rammed 
together in her head. Her hand tightened on the 
pillar to hold herself up. Cracks in the concrete spi- 
der-webbed around her grip. She should have been 
thrilled to be standing there on this occasion, yet 
all she felt was infinitely sad. What she had to do 
made her sick with apprehension,. Doubt and awe 
mingled with love and fear together in her mind. 
‘Then came the footsteps. 

Under that alien sky a giant appeared, striding 
toward her through the waves. Maybe he didn’t see 
her. In less than sixty seconds, Liberty had to have 
his attention. Otherwise, the Praetorians of Shroud 
City were doomed. 

Her conversation with Tina Macintyre, her con- 
tact with Portal Corporation, rang in her head as 
she watched the titan move with a grace belying 
his size. Liberty’s breath grew sharp. Tina's words 
couldn't describe what it was like to see him. Him! 

“Okay, Tina, what do we have today? A trip to 
the dimension of cats under the iron heel of a ca- 
nine dictator? Every week I ask if you've found one 
of those and every week you give the same reply.” 

“Liberty, today’s trip isn’t about exploration. An 
entire city, maybe an entire world, is in grave dan- 
ger.” 

Liberty had stiffened, scared of making light of 
a bad situation. 

“Oh! Okay, okay... where do I have to go and 
who needs saving?” 

“You remember the Praetorians?” 

“The Praetorians...” Liberty said, but of course 
remembered. On one of the many parallel earths 
that Portal Corporation had discovered, they had 
found a world controlled by villains who were dis- 
torted reflections of the heroes on Liberty's earth. 
‘The Praetorians’ rule reminded all the metahumans 
of their potential for evil or good. 
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Then Tina had said a word, a name, and it had 
made shivers dance on Liberty's spine. Few things 
could do that. She had to sit down. “You mean... 
an evil version of him...” 

“Tyrant got lucky all those years ago. Howev- 
er, he only put him to sleep. He never thought he 
would wake up.” 

“How... how can this be?” 

“Think about it. World War Two ended much 
differently for their world. And let's not even start 
with its heroes. In fact, Tyrant and the rest stood by 
and invited the Fifth Column to attack the city. The 


problems came in the war's aftermath. Tyrant wasn't 
about to share power.” 

“So... in their world, Atlas never died.” 

“He's called Briareus on that side. But... Liber- 
ty, you don’t have to do this. There are lots of other 
heroes we could send.” 

“And you're sure it isn’t a trap?” 

Then Tina showed Liberty the pictures. She 
didn’t move for several minutes. 

“T think I know why they want one of our he- 
toes to fight him. They want us to suffer. And to 
force the issue, you know they'll let Briareus have 
his way with the populace of Praetorian Earth until 
either we intervene, or they finally get bored of the 
cataclysm. It’s a trap, and we have no choice but to 
walk into it. And it’s going to hurt.” 

“Even for me,” Liberty said to the blistering 
wind. Atlas, whose statue stood in front of town 
hall, bearing the world upon his shoulders. Atlas, 
the giant whose love for the helpless had known no 
bounds. Atlas, who on her world was dead and on 
this one came in with the tide to destroy, a storm 
called Briareus. 

She found her strong limbs unwilling to move. 
She wanted to cry for joy but she knew she couldn't. 
Common sense told her a fight was inevitable. She 
wiped her glasses with her thumbs, but it didn’t 
help much. She bent the stem hooks on her glasses 
so they would stay on tighter. The titan’s shadow 
crossed over her, and she looked up. He appeared to 
contemplate whether he would slam his fist through 
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the bridge or walk right through it. 

Liberty bit her lip and yelled. “Hey! Briareus!” 

‘The giant looked down at her, and Liberty felt 
small. She dug her fingers into her palm, making a 
fist. Muscles tightened through her arm. 

When the giant spoke, it could have been the 
storm talking. “WHO ARE YOU?” 

She waved. “I’m Liberty Raye. Nice to meet 
you.” Old habits died hard, like taunting the super- 
villain. 

“YOU'RE HERE ALL ALONE. YOU MUST 
BE TYRANT’S PAWN. GET OUT OF MY 
WAY.” 

“Cant. I need to be here or else you're going to 
get a lot of innocent people hurt.” 

“INNOCENT? THEY’RE TYRANT’S SUB- 
JECTS, EXTENSIONS OF HIS WILL. THEY 
MUST PAY AS WELL.” 

“T guess we're going to have to fight then. I'm 
really sorry abour—” 

Liberty leapt back as Briareus brought his fist 
down on the bridge. The cars jumped ten feet in 
the air and she heard the bridge crack and moan. 
Tension wires snapped. 

Liberty grabbed the nearest thing and threw it. 
‘The station wagon spun through the air, the bum- 
per falling off, and it smacked Briareus in his cheek. 
‘Then came a BMW. Finally Briareus turned in time 
to catch a semi between his eyes. It stuck on impact, 
and Briareus wrenched it free and threw it casually 
into the sea. He snorted the air. 

“What!” Liberty threw out her arms. “Never 
been in a car throwing contest before? They're 
fun!” 

Briareus kneed the bridge and it shook, throw- 
ing Li prone. The concrete buckled, and Bria- 
reus swiped her up and forced the air from Liberty's 
lungs. Liberty had read about the gentleness of 
Briareus’s touch. Now her body writhed under the 
strength of his clenched fist. Rain pelted her face. 
Her vision blurred. She fought for breath as he 
squeezed. He held her before his eyes, each bigger 
than her head. 

“NOW YOU SEE, LITTLE ONE, YOUR 
STRUGGLES AND YOUR STRENGTH ARE 
NOTHING COMPARED TO ME.” 

Speaking so close, Briareus deafened her. Thun- 
der pealed, but Briareus boomed louder. 

Liberty's jaw hung loose. Her ribs and diaphragm 
struggled against Briareus’s might. He smelled of 
the sea, sixty years of salt and debris piled on top of 
him. The years hadn't 
strength. If anything, it had toughened him further. 
Liberty could feel the calluses of Briareus’s fingers 
through her costume. The bit right in front of her, 
the skin stretching between his thumb and first fin- 


ten away at his skin or his 
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Liberty sunk her teeth into it. Briareus flailed 
and Liberty pushed out. His hand flew open and 
Liberty fell. Her cape trailed her all the way down. 
The hard smack of the water whooshed the air out 
of her. 

Fists raked through the water, hunting her. Lib- 
erty swam, fast. She twisted away from the blows. 
Briareus roared as she made her way out of his 
reach. 

Her hand touched the concrete foundations of 
the bridge and she climbed out. The support col- 
umn felt warm compared to the water as she hud- 
dled against it. Liberty held up her glasses; one of 
the lenses was cracked. 

“WHERE ARE YOU!” 

Metal bent and broke. Liberty looked up to see 
Briareus ripping the bridge out of his path. Cars 
and trucks spilled off the bridge into the sea. He 
held the bridge over his head and for a second, Lib- 
erty could imagine those arms lovingly cradling the 
earth. Then Briareus tore the bridge in two. 

Liberty pressed her back into the support that 
remained. Her body ached but her brain thrived on 
the pain. 

Briareus walked past her, the waves slapping 
the shelf where Liberty sat. A long girder poked up 
through the waves. Her eyes drifted up his body to 
his head and then to the city. No time left. 

Liberty moved. She took hold of the girder with 
one hand and swam back to solid ground. Briareus 
was getting closer and closer to the city. Liberty 
hefted the girder into a comfortable position with 
both arms. She clenched her eyes. 

Liberty leapt and reared back with the é 
Briareus didn’t hear her. He had to hear his skull 
ringing after Liberty brained him in the soft place 
where his spine met his brain. On anyone, invul- 
nerable or no, a blow to that bundle of nerves could 
rob him or her of consciousness. She wasn't done. 
Balancing on his shoulders, Liberty rode the gi- 
ant down as he crashed into the waters. Briareus 
thrashed and Liberty held onto whatever she could. 
In moments she found her footing on top of his 
bunched muscles. 

‘The girder came down. It was the only language 
he understood. The sound it made rang out through 
the bay, cutting through the storm. The girder bent 
with every blow. 

Suddenly he wasn’t moving. 

Liberty threw the girder aside and heaved Bria- 
reus onto his back. Hard, but she wouldn't let him 


“I'm sorry. 


drown now. 

“Please, please, be breathing. Come on, please— 
” Liberty put her ear to his chest and heard the roar 
of his heartbeat and the movement of his lungs re- 
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main steady. 
Liberty threw herself onto her b: 
up into the sky. The storm continued unabated, but 
it calmed her as did the lapping of the waves. 
“Kill him.” 
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feet tall who fell on her knees, The technicians ran 
eke andileéked ee her. The figure stood and then pulled away from 
them. They saw the shock and the tears on her face. 
A crack ran through one lens of her glasses. She un- 
bent the stem hooks on them, first one and then the 


Liberty sat up. Helicopters and gunships had other 


surrounded her. Flying in the sky above her was Ty- 
rant, his cape billowing behind him, 

“No.” Liberty got to her feet, her stance rocked 
by Briareus’s breathing, “No!” 


The portal heaved and spat out a wet figure eight 


‘The portal shut down and all was quiet except for 


the steady footsteps of the shivering woman walking 
j away from it. 


‘The next night the same figure stood in the shad- 


ow of Atlas statue, holding a small candle. In his 
shadow, the light seemed incredibly bright. 


THE END 


Looking Glass Monsters 


A guide to the Praetorians by Jesse “Arctic Sun” Scoble and Brian “Constellation” 
Gilmore (with thanks to Sean “Manticore” Fish). 


Earth is not unique, and yet there is no other Earth 
quite like it. Researchers at the Portal Corpora- 
tion believe that Earth — Primal Earth, as they have 
dubbed it ~ lies in the center of a vast array of dimen- 
sions. Each of these other dimensions has its own 
Earth, a world like ours that might differ from our 
own only by the placement of a single blade of grass, 
or be so radically divergent that it is now ruled by 
intelligent dinosaurs. Only a fraction of these alter- 
nate Earths have been detected, let alone explored. 
Limitless shadows and dreams of Earth exist beyond 
the portal. 


One such world, however, is a sinister reflection of 
Primal Earth — Praetorian Earth is ruled by an oli- 
garchy that is a dark mirror of the Freedom Phalanx. 
‘These superbeings are the pinnacle of power in their 
alternate Earth, and they have forged a paranormal 
army that has conquered their entire world. 
TYRANT 

‘Tyrant is the greatest superbeing on Praetorian Earth, 
a power hungry dictator that firmly believes in the 
mantra that “Might makes right.” He has conquered 
his world like a modern-day Alexander, and now 
turns his eyes on Primal Earth. ‘Tyrant rules through 
fear and torture, and he has the fanatical loyalty of 
Neuron and his creations, giving him a seemingly 
unshakeable power-base from which to lord over. 


MOTHER MAYHEM 

Mother Mayhem was born Shalice Tilman, a young 
girl with powerful mental powers. She reveled in 
them, dominating those around her. But when she 
was badly injured during a fierce battle, her body 
went into a coma, yet her mind remained active. 
She found a young psychic, Aurora Scott, and trans- 
ferred her consciousness into the young girl’s body, 
overwhelming Aurora's personality. Ever since then, 


Mother Mayhem has kept Aurora a prisoner in her 
own body, while she’s remained solidly in control. 
‘The fate of Shalice’s original body is unknown, 
though considering some of the unhinged personas 
on Praetorian Earth, it may be better not to think 
about it. Tyrant made Mother Mayhem into his 
closest advisor, but also recognizes she is his greatest 
threat as well. Mother Mayhem controls legions of 
bent and broken minions, warped by the rehabilita- 
tion programs performed by her special asylums. 
ANTI-MATTER 

A brilliant scientist who created a suit of powered 
armor, his technological research brought him to the 
attention of Tyrant, who took him on as his primary 
scientific advisor. During an accident, he became 
trapped in the power armor — it was the only thing 
both keeping him alive, and keeping his energies 
from killing everyone around him. Anti-Matter was 
close friends with Neuron long ago; they created the 
Clockwork men, amongst other fantastic designs, 
and had many adventures. But over the years jeal- 
ousy, paranoia, and envy drove the two apart. Anti- 
Matter created the android Nighstar both as a chal- 
lenge to Neuron's Siege, and also as a testament to his 
unrequited love for Dominatrix. Anti-Matter's ideas 
have grown more radical over the years, and Tyrant is 
slowly shying away from the wild theories. But Anti- 
Matter has kept his greatest discovery a secret — he 
has unlocked the Portal technology, and can access 
the other Earths. He is simply waiting for the most 
opportune time to reveal his breakthrough to Tyrant 
and Dominatrix. 

CHIMERA 

Justin Sinclair, the sole heir to the Sinclair fortune, 
watched his parents brutally murdered by a shape- 
shifting assassin. The villain was impressed by Justin's 
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resolve and fearlessness, and adopted him. Over the 
years, he trained Justin to be the world’s premiere 
silent killer, Chimera. 


DIABOLIQUE 

Tammy Arcanus was born with a great magical des- 
tiny, the daughter of the powerful sorcere Tommy Ar- 
canus. Her father, however, hid his powers from the 
world in fear of Tyrants spies, and therefore did not 
prepare Tammy for her destiny. Her powers mani- 
fested when she reached adolescence, but without 
proper training she became lost in the rush of new 
experiences. She projected her spirit to the astral 
plane, but did not know how to keep her body safe. 
When she returned to her corporeal form it was too 
late — she could do nothing but helplessly watch her 
body wither and die. Tommy's father realized what 
she had done, but was powerless to help her recov- 
er; instead, the best he could offer was a ritual that 
bound her spirit to earth. In a fury at being neither 
alive nor dead, Tammy blasted her father into the 
netherworld, turning him into her first spirit min- 
ion. Tammy took the name Diabolique, and eventu- 
ally found herself in service to Tyrant. 


INFERNAL 

On one alternate Earth, Infernal was a sorcerer who 
bound demons to his armor and weapons in order 
to defeat greater evils; when he ended up on Primal 
Earth, Numina helped temper his drive for power, 
and taught him to use his demons for good as well 
as to fight evil. On Praetorian Earth, however, when 
Infernal arrived he found Diabolique instead, who 
encouraged him to bind more and greater demons 
into his armor, until they completely corrupted his 
spirit. Infernal now has an insatiable hunger for more 
power, and wonders what spirits he might bend to 
his will on Primal Earth. 


MARAUDER 

Michael White was born into one of the violent street 
gangs struggling for survival beneath Tyrant’s heel. 
Fate threw him across the Praetorian leader's path, 
and Tyrant selected him personally as a test subject. 
Bred for battle, Marauder loves nothing more than 
fighting and crushing his enemies. Most believe Ma- 
rauder to be Tyrant’s vicious hound, brutal but small- 
minded and loyal through abuse. In truth, Marauder 
willing follows the leader of the Praetorians only as 
long as he is able to indulge his battle-lust. If Tyrant 
were to hold him back, many might be surprised at 
how quickly Marauder would snap his leash. 
DOMINATRIX 

Dominatrix was the daughter of the freedom fighter, 
Miss Liberty, but she never believed in her mother’s 
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alternative, namby-pamby philosophies. At puberty, 
her powers manifested themselves, and her teenage 
rebellion turned deadly when she killed her moth- 
er in a heated argument. She proceeded to make a 
name for herself, and her actions caught Tyrant’s eye, 
earning her a favored place in his empire — she serves 
him loyally, in everything he demands. 


NEURON 

Neuron is the creation of his own twisted scientific 
experiments. He gave himself complete control over 
his body's nervous system. Once he and Anti-Mat- 
ter worked together as friends, but over the years 
personal rivalry, envy, and jealousy have formed a 
rift between them. Neuron'’s creation of the android 
Siege and the favor that garnered him with Tyrant, 
was the primary cause of discord between them, but 
it has only been aggravated in the years since, 
SIEGE 

The masterpiece of Neuron, Siege is the most ad- 
vanced android ever created on Praetorian Earth. 
Neuron used Tyrant’s DNA patterns to create him, 
making him virtually indestructible. He has also pro- 
grammed Siege to be extremely loyal, but whether 
his true faith is with Neuron or with Tyrant has never 
been tested. 

NIGHTSTAR 

Anti-Matter created Nightstar, an android, as a testa- 
ment to his love for Dominatrix. Nightstar’s design 
was modeled after Dominatrix’s DNA, as Siege was 
patterned after Tyrant. Neuron claimed to be un- 
impressed with Nightstar’s design, but her creation 
simply fuelled the rivalry between Neuron and Anti- 
Matter. 


MALAISE 

Malaise was a thief who used his powers of illusion to 
commit robberies. His targets included the vaults of 
Shroud City, where he was captured by Tyrant’s forc- 
es. Mother Mayhem asked for Malaise to be turned 
over to him, and Tyrant gave him to her asa gift. She 
locked him away in one of her asylums, where she 
worked with him for many sessions, teaching him 
to control his madness and to use it as a weapon to 
inflict insanity upon others. He quickly rose to a po- 
sition as one of her favorite pets. 


BATTLE MAIDEN 

On War Earth, Valerie Kellum was an archaeologist 
studying ancient Scandinavian cultures. During the 
course of a dig, she found what appeared to be an 
ancient spear, but closer examination revealed it to 
be an advanced technological weapon disguised as a 
spear, and lost. At some point, the spear “activated” 
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and injected Valerie with nanotechnology. These 
nanites. rebuilt her body, and what's more, altered 
her personality, transforming her into Battle Maid- 
en, a warrior-woman searching for greater conflict. 
In time, her journeys took her to Praetorian Earth, 
where her battle-frenzy impressed Tyrant so much 
that he recruited her to his cause. 


BOBCAT 

Katherine was a young woman in the wrong place 
at the wrong time. She was picked up in a random 
sweep for test subjects by Anti-Matter’s minions. He 
experimented on her, and mutated her into a hybrid 
woman/feline predator. The operations were long 
and painful, and it shattered her personality. Bob- 
cat is now violent and feral. Her eventual escape was 
bloody and savage. Neuron found her running lose, 
and “adopted” her, slowly taming her into a willing 
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down everything in his path. He loathes humanity, 
and is an uneasy pawn in Tyrants game. Tyrant gives 
Shadowhunter free reign over the wild lands, because 
he cares nothing for them. But if Tyrant’s plans begin 
to encroach upon the natural places, Shadowhunter 
may turn like a rabid dog. 


BLACK SWAN 

Born with a connection to Shadow Earth in the 
Netherworld, she was born on the night of the Win- 
ter Solstice, given up to greater powers in a dark rit- 
ual performed by her occultist parents. Treated like 
a caged bird and a talisman of fortune, she was kept 
like a little doll during her childhood. Chimera came 
across her by accident, and saw the potential she had 
that was being repressed by her parents. He freed 
her from the physical and mental restraints keeping 
her locked up, and she lashed out with her psychic 
abilities, banishing her parents from this dimension. 
Black Swan can channel energy from the Shadow 
Earth dimension into her attacks and defenses. She 


pet. Neuron is the only person she trust, but at times 
her fight or flight instincts will override even that fa- 
miliarity. 

SHADOWHUNTER 

A twisted corruption of the “soul of the wood,” 
Shadowhunter is infused with the fury of the Wild 
Hunt, untamed, ferocious, and predatory. Shadow- 
hunter is a dark reflection of Primal Earth’s Woods- 
man. Shadowhunter roams with his Pack, cutting 


is served by minions that some say she summoned 
from Shadow Earth, and others say she created by 
stealing pieces from the shadows of her victims. 
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